tainly in the passages, to help them to escape and stop
pursuers.

She looked along the wings on her side to see what
accomplices were there. She saw one of the dressers, a
woman, at some little distance, staring from cover at the
Patriarch. Beyond her a stage hand stood; he was not
paying much attention to the stage, just looking at it.
His bearing was a little like that of 2 negligent sentry.
It struck her that he might well be an accomplice. It
struck her as suspicious, that he was stripped to working
kit, while all the other men in Pappus' employ there
were dressed up in honour of the Patriarch* This one
man lolled there, watching the stage, and sometimes cast-
ing a glance at herself; he was wondering what she was
doing there. From her place Theodora could see across
the stage to the wings on the actors' left. The windlass
for the curtains, with the windlass crew, were on that
side. By this rime the choir had sung the speakers to
their places and were moving off. They were doing it
well, she thought; the lines of slowly moving singers
went up-stage in time, drew into groups off-stage, and
hung in groups there. They would wait for the Patriarch
to speak before going to the Green Room for the refec-
tion of cakes which the Prince had provided for them.
As the singers cleared away, Theodora saw that the
wings on the actors' left were full of sight-seers. Pappus
was there, with his wife, holding a bouquet; the Pappus
family was there; all the theatre staff was on that side, all
in their Sunday best. The Patriarch did not usually
frequent the Palace of Varieties, but now that he was
here, the house meant to show that they felt it. Of
course, they were all on that side because the Patriarch
was there.

Now the speakers were alone, standing, facing the
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